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Chapter one 


Author's Notes: 


If you find any grammar or spelling errors, please notify me and | will make corrections accordingly..thanks for 
reading! 


"If You Wanna Love Me" 

"What do you call this?" 

"It's my negative energy crystal, you fucker." | dig my feet down deeper in the stinging-hot sand. 

"Doesn't seem to be workin’. Slash sneers and dumps his fat ass beside me. Great. A little peace, God. That's 
all | wanted. But well fucking of #course* Im not going to get it. | try my best to ignore him and to *look* like 


l'm ignoring him. 


"Whoa, dude!" Duff lumbers up in daisy dukes (| swear that's what they are), holding a wet conch in his 
slippery hand. | stare up at him. One good thing about tall folk. Make pretty damn good shade some times. "If 


you-uh. M'kay if you like, listen to it.it sounds like..well here!" 

He shoves the hunk of shell at my ear and squishes my cheek to it when he notices me backing off. "Fuck, 
Duff!" | pull away quickly and detach his fingers from my head with a few jerky slaps. "Get the fuck off, will 
your" 

| notice Slash eyeing my crystal again, eyebrows raised. "Dude that thing's *really* not workin." 

| snap my head around to glare at him. 

"Maybe we need to shake it er somethin...” 

"Alright! You know what? You're all just-just fuckers!" 

lm trying to tan. And I'm trying to clear my head. And I'm trying, trying, *trying* to get some fucking relief 
here! Nobody sees that, apparently. And apparently, try as | might to fucking push them off me--! | dig my 
fists into the sand. Go ahead. Let it burn 

"Axl." Duff blinks down at me. 

| dig deeper. 

Okay. 

Let's be nice. 

Nice.. 

*Nice*.. 


| clear my throat and get up softly, the sand slipping like time between my fingers. 


Start walking to the edge of the beach, where the grass grows like little gray weeds everywhere and there's 
seagulls napping. If | have to sit in gull-shit to get a little peace of mind? I'll do it. They won't follow me. 


*Anywhere*® they won't go I'll get away. Then they wonder why | take hour-long showers. 
What the fuck ever. 


And yet somehow..chaos always follows me. Well, it's welcome to. At least I'll have a story to tell when the 


day's over. 


| blink when | reach the weeds. 


Damn *it*, 


| glare down at Izzy, who's slumped against *my* tree, in the shade, leisurely smoking a cigarette, a box 


containing half-eaten pizza by his leg. 

"There's gull shit there." 

"No there's not." He mutters, flipping his shades up over his hat. 

"And its fucking ‘hundred degrees out. And you're in pants." 

Izzy looked down thoughtfully. Then took his time looking back up at me. "So noted" 

"Jesus" | turn my back to him, watching the ocean and the sky. Not much else to look at. | wish this was a 
public beach, so | could watch Steven urinating in the fucking drinking fountain, or Duff making sandcastles with 
the kiddies, or Slash tripping over them. Everyone would be occupied. Izzy burying his girlfriend up to her neck 
in sand. 

And then | could have my shade. 

My little space from which to watch the world float by. 

But no, this is a private resort and | have to entertain the fucks. 

"There's room, you know." Izzy announces at my back. 

| shrug. That's not good enough. 


"You're a fucking prick, Axl" But | can hear the grin in his voice. 


A musty blonde lumbers up from the water, the bottom of his trunks barely darkened by any sign of 


wetness. "Water's cold, dudes." He flops down easily beside Izzy in the shade. 

| can feel my shoulders beginning to burn. 

Steven grins up innocently at me and holds his arms out. "Come here." | turn to frown at him. What the 
*fuck® is he on now, anyway? It is then that | realize that the best way to escape would most likely be to go 
back to the hotel.or stalk over to the other end of the beach to the less-occupied shady space. 


"See you guys later." | choose the former. 


The hotel is damp and air-conditioned when | come back inside. Though I've done nothing much but stand all 


day, | feel like I've just gotten back from work or something. I'm surprised | remember what that felt like. To 
strip off my paper garbage bag of a uniform after pricking myself with the fucking name tag, pull my hair out 
of its ponytail, crash on the couch on a warm summer day. 

What the fuck is wrong with me today? 

Well Axl. What's wrong every day. 

| pull the pillow under my chin and flatten my stomach against the bed. 

Pouting is a profession. | should know. 

| jerk my head up as soon as | hear footsteps outside my door. 

Though the door doesn't actually open, | can feel his presence. 

"You could have told me to leave." 

"Fuck off, Izzy." 

"l'm just wonderin’ why you didn't." 

"| don't know." Come on Izzy. Just leave, will ya? 

When the door begins to open, | try to stop it with the open palm of my hand, not willing to waste any time on 
actually getting off the bed. Izzy laughs and slaps my hand away. "You lazy fucker." | hold him away with my 
free hand and glare at him. Make sure he knows | mean business. It's his dark smile that makes me lower my 
hand. Dammit | hate it when he does this to me. 

He leans in and gives my lips a kiss. "Aww come on | don't need your slobber." 

"When are you plannin' on telling the guys about us.” 

| attempt to slap him away, but to no avail. "You know that's not gonna be happening." 

“Anytime soon?" 

He pushes my shoulders to the bed. 


"Get the fuck off me Izzy." 


"You need to be alone?" 


| nod. 
He sighs and pulls off me. "You owe me." 
| grin and flip onto my stomach again. "Later." 


It's as he leaves that I'm thinking now of the kind of life | would have without him. Not much of one. But 


sometimes | need my space. And he gets that. 
| play with the green crystal at my throat and wonder only slightly what he's thinking. 
You'll figure it out Izzy. 


To love me you gotta let me go. 


